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You can't conceive what it's like to be a clergyman's wife. I can
never induce Martin to make a definite promise—something might
come up at the church and interfere—but two weeks ago he told me
he thought he could take the boys and me to an ice-skating exhibi-
tion in the next town. For two weeks he repeatedly postponed tlie
trip. The activities that kept him so frantically occupied were typi-
cal—three weddings, two funerals, his daily round of visiting at the
local hospitals, several meetings with the Finance Board, hours get-
ting out the weekly bulletin on a mimeographing machine that's an-
tique enough to be a museum piece. Then there were conferences
with the Red Cross, conferences with the Community Chest officials,
a young people's dance to supervise, a short talk before tike Lions
Club, a full-dress speech at the Chamber of Commerce banquet.
Yesterday was the last day of the ice show, and Martin came
home unusually early, around 6 p.m. I'm optimistic by dispositions-
or I used to be. With a heart full of hope, I hurried supper and
called the boys. As we sat down I thanked their father for managing
to give over an evening to us. I knew at once by Martin's expression
that the whole matter had slipped his mind. With our boys sitting
there all eyes, I begged him not to disappoint us again. I should
have known better.
It turned out Martin's evening was filled until 11 p.m. He was
scheduled to hold meetings with three committees—our church is in
the midst of its annual building and fund-raising drive—and the
architect was already waiting in his study to discuss the Sunday
school addition. With two-weeks' notice Martin couldn't find time to
drive his own sons fifteen miles, although he averages 1500 miles a
month making church calls. We have only the one car, which he
considers his exclusive property. I offered to take the youngsters to
the ice show and drop Vn'm at the church on the way. This plan was
vetoed. Martin had arranged to pick up one of the committee chair-
women at her home. Her car was in the repair shop, and her hus-
band and her seventeen-year-old daughter were using their cars.
When I protested that a woman from a three-car family could af-
ford to hire a taxi, Martin informed me he couldn't afford to supply

